











Copyrig’ht,l 906 
By G PPutnam’s Sons 
(ForBes'fg'ns) 


XLbe ptcm* Hew HoeKi 




**Ancl here Wc are Tiding, she and Frotrtispiece 

**Andthi8 heside^ifj^U Will not blame. 

Your leaVefor one more last ride vOrth me. !’ .4 

^Th^scratch his name on the Abb^ stones, 

My riding is better, ^their leasle/* 24 

And th at ’sybur Venus Vt 30 

Tbyonder girl that fords the burn 34 

What tf We still ride on, We tWo k x ic ^ 

Ride, ride together, forever ride? 38 




IsAiD-Thcn.ddavcstsinee’t is so. 
Since norJ at Icng'tli my fate I KnovO, 
Since nothing' all vaj lo\)e avails. 
Since all. my life seemed meant foi*, 
fails, 

Sineethis Was Written and needs 


must be — 
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vO hole heart rises up io bless 
Your name in pride and thankful- 


ness • 


Take back the hope you gavJe.Ulaim 
Only amemo^ of the same, 
-And this beside.if you Will not blarae, 
Your lea\le for one more last ride 


With me. 



"'And this baside,if vOill not blame, 

Your lea^e for one more last ride vOith me. ” 
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My mistress bent that broW of hetsi 
Those deep dark eyes Where pride 
demurs 

When piiy Would be softening' through 
Fixed me a breathing-While or tWo 
With life or death in the balance: 
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The blood feplenished me again; 

My last thoug'ht Was at least 
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1 and my mistress, side by side 

Shall be together, breathe and r idc, 
So, one day more am 1 deified. 
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Who knoWs but the vilorld may 

% 


end to-night ? 
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Hush! if^ousaW somevOestarn 
cloud 

All bUlovJ^-bosomed.oVer-boWed 
many benedictions— sun’s 
And moon's and eVenin^-stan’s 
at once- — 

And so,you,lookinsf and lodin^ 


•it 


best. 


a s A 



Conscious greW,yout* passion drcW 
Cloud .sunset, mooni‘ise,star-shinetoo, 
DoWn on^ou.near andyct more near, 
TUI flesh must fade for heaxicn Was 
here! — 

Thus leant she and lingered — 
jo^ and fear! 

Thus la^ she a moment on mj breast. 




Then v\)c bc^’anio ride . My soul 
Smoothed itself out, a long-eratnped 
scroll 

freshening' and fluttering in-the lOind. 
Past hopes already by behind. 
What need to stride With a life aWry. 
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Fail 1 alone. in Words and deeds? 
Why. all men strWe and Who 

succeeds? 

We rode; it seemed my spirit fleW, 
SaW other regions, cities neW, 

As the World rushed by on 
either side. 
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I tKou^Kt.-^All labor.^et no less 
Bear up beneath their unsuccess. 
Look at the en<l of wlork, contrast 
The petty done.the undone Vast, 
This present of theirs With the 
hopeful past ! 

1 hoped she vJouldi loVe me; 
here vVe ride. 



What hand and brain Went eVer 
paired ? 

What heart alike conceWcd anddared? 
What act proved all its thought 
had been? 

What Will but felt the fleshly screen? 
We ride and 1 see her bosom hea\/e. 




There’s many a croWn for v\)ho 
can reach. 

Ten lines. a statesman’s life in each! 
The flag’ stuck on a heap of bones. 
A soldier’s doing' ! What atones ? 
They scratch his name on the 
Abbe^^-stones. 

My riding is better, by their lea\)e. 



*ni^scTaritch his name on the Abb^ stones, 
My rfding is better, ^their lca\Je.” 
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WKai <ioes It all mean,poet?Well 
Your brains beat into rK^tKm,^ou, 

tell 

|| What vOe felt only;^ou expressed. 
You hold thing’s beautiful the best. 
And pace them in rhyme so, side 




’T is something, na^’t is mueh: but 

the«, ^ 

HaN/e^ou^ourself Whafsbestformen? 
Ai'e^ou— poor, sick, old ere youvtime . 

— Nearer one wlhit your ov\!n sublime 
Than v3& Who neVer ha\/e turned a 

Sing,riding’s a joy! Forme, I ride. 


4 









that* 3your Venus?’' 
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What, man of music.^ou ^roWn gray 
With notes and nothing else to say, 

Is thisyour solo praise frotn afriend, 
^Greatly his opera's strains inUnd, 
But in music We knoW hovJ fashions 
end !” 

I ga\/e my youth; but vJeride.infine. 



Who ktioWs Whai’s fit for us ? 

Had fate 

Proposed bliss here should sublimate 
being— had I signed the bond — 
Still one must lead some life beyond, 
Has/e a bliss to die With, 
dim-descried. 



Toyondcr giH that fords the burn ! ’ 






This foot once planted on the g'oal , 
This ^lory-^arland round tn^ soul 
Could I desc^ suChpTrj/ and test! 
1 sink back shuddering from the 
quest. 

Earth being so ^ood, Would hea\)en 
seem best ? 

ride 

NoW, hcaVen and she are bejlond this 
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And yet — she has not spoke so 

lo.^! ^ 

What if heaVen be that, fair and 
strong 

At life’s best, With our e^es 
upturned 

Whither life’s floWer is first discern* 

We,f ixed so,ev/eV should so abide? 

c 




What if vJe sUil fide 0Ti,vJetw>o * / 

Ride, ride togethei’tfM'e^er ride? ^ 






What if We still ride on. We tWo 
With life foreVcrold^et neW, 
Changed not in kind but in 
degree, 

The instant made eterni'^,— — 
And hea\/en just proVe that 
I and she 

Ride, ride to§ether,fore\)er ride? 







